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tHFfIIJE EXILES FOR LIFE IN NEW YORK'S LEPER COLONY.

Winifred Black Uisits the
Lonesome Onforftinafes
on North Brother Island.

Way up in Bast River, right opposite One
Hundred and Thirty-tighth street, there's a

round, green little island. There's a cheer¬
ful little white lighthouse at the end of the
island that looks toward the city; there are a

few clean, spick and span red brick build¬
ings in the centre of the little island, there

are trees and shrubs and flowers there, and,
down in a corner by itself, there stands a

low ceillnged little bluish pavilion.
I went past the little green island the

other day, 011 the Fall River boat. The
boat sailed close to the shore. A man sat
on the shore in front of the blue pavilion,
looking out at the river.
A boy who stood beside me shouted and

waved his hat. The man lifted his head
and ststred silently at the steamer and at
the boy and at the line of passengers who
sat upon the clean white deck of the
steamer.
"Halloo! Hall-oo!" shouted the bov

sturdily. "Ship ahoy!"
The steward touched the boy on the

shoulder.
"He'll never answer ye," he said.
"Why not?" said the boy. "Can't he hear

me?"
"He can hear all right," said the steward,

"but the fellows in that pavilion don't talk
much to strangers."
Yesterday I went to the little greeti island.

I rowed over from One Hundred and Thirty-
eighth street. I found out that the spick
and span brick buildings were hospitals.
"That's fever," said the young doctor who

did the honors of the\ island, "and that's
smallpox, and that's diphtheria."
"And the blue pavilion, the little wooden

one down by the water.what is that?"
"That," said the doctor, "that is the

lepers' pavilion."
We went to the lepers' pavilion, the doc¬

tor and I.
We went in and saw the place where the

life prisoners of disease live.
There are five of them.
Five men.all waiting for death.
Five men, Avho must live in the little

blue pavilion until the black boat comes
and tows them up the river to the Potter's
Field.
Year in and year out. come Summer,

come Winter, come Spring, come Fall.the
men in the blue pavilion must stay and-
wait.
Up and down, up and down they may

walk, for six or seven rods the State gives
them right of way.

It's a narrow little road, the highway of
the lepers, but it is broad enough for all
who walk thex-e.
The fever patients and the smallpox pa¬

tients look out of their windows in the big
brick hospitals, and they shudder with
fear and horror of the little blue pavilion
and the men who live there.
The convicts in the great prison are hap¬

pier than they; the insane poor on Black-
well's Island are kings in comparison. For
every afflicted wretch who lives there is al¬
ways hope.except for the leper. He can
never get well. He can never hope for
pardon; he can never see friend or foe or
any but his doctor and his fellow-lepers,

and he must sit patiently in the blue pavil¬
ion.and ¦wait.
The blue pavilion is a clean, orderly, well-

ventilated little wooden house, with a hard
shining floor, and with a sloping roof and
with bare wooden walls. There are some
cots down at the further corner of the
long, bare room, toward the water.It is a clean, orderly, well-ventilated little
wooden house, with a hard, shining floor,
and with a sloping roof and with bare
wooden walls. There are some cots down
at the further corner of the long, bare room,
toward the water.
A man lay in one of the cots. The room

was warm, almost to buffocation. The bright
September sun shone full upon the forlorn
little cot, but the man who lay there was
heaped with blankets.
"Cold," he said; "very cold. I try to sleep

a little."
He spoke slowly and with evident pains.
"He's a German," said the doctor. "He

doesn't speak much English. He has a few
phrases he repeats."
"Intelligent?"
"Oh, yes; quite intelligent. His name is

Frederick Fleming. He is our newest pa¬
tient."
Frederick Fleming looked up at us from

his blankets.
He looked to be about forty or fifty years

old. He had little, blinking blue eyes and
a dazed face.
"I am sick," he said slowly, blinking at

the doctor and at mej "very sick. Try to
sleep a little."
"He was a baker," srfid the doctor. "He

came from Brazil. He went to Bellevue for
treatment. They found out what a.'led
him and sent him here."
The man's little blinking eyes grew fixed

with a look of desperate grief. He drew
the blankets to his face and trembled.
"I comtj here," he said; "they are good-

plenty to eat.plenty to keep warm.but".
he raised himself suddenly in his bed and
shook a trembling finger at me."I stay
here til! I die.till I die. I stay here. The
water run, run, run, past the house. I hear
it. In the night, when I go to my sleep, t
hear it. In the morning when I open my
eyes I hear it. Always the water.always
the wa-ter." The man rocked his great
forefinger back and forth in an attempted
imitation of the waves. "I hear the
steamboat.it whistles.it passes by. I hear
the sailboat.the rope make a noise in the
wind.it cry.it cry.but the boat pass by.
The boat pass always by.like the water,
like the water".the rocking forefinger Is
closed on a sudden.
"I am cold," said the baker. "I try to

sleep a little".and he sank his head down
Into the blankets, and would speak no more.
"Have you friends?" I said.
"Is there no one you would like to

write to?"
"It is cold," said the baker, "I try to

sleep a little."
A tall mulatto boy came into the room.

"This is Mr. Brown," said the doctor.
"He is the patient who has been here
longest."
The boy held up his head and smiled piti¬

fully. "Yes," he said, "I have been here
nearly two years now. Two men have
died in this place since I came. I.I
feel better every day." His clear voice
rim

broke a little. "I am young, you see,"
lie said, "young and strong. It will take
me a long time to.go away."
He spoke without the least trace of

dialect. His voice was clear and sweet.
like the volco of a very young child.
"How old are you?"
"Nineteen," said tlie boy.
He was tall and lithe and slender, and

he looked perfectly well, except for a
slight limp.
"I do not suffer at all," lie said. "My

foot is lame, and I cannot use nay hand.
The doctor is helping me, he says".the
boy smiled up at the doctor, and the young,
gentle-faced doctor smiled back at the
boy. "He says I may be able to work
soon."

"Yes," said the doctor, "I am t^ing to
get him well enough to work a little."
"You see," said the boy, "it gets lone¬

some. It's green and nice here now, and
there's a place to walk down here by the
river. We have several rods where we
can walk, but in the Winter it is cold,
and the ice knocks against the wall, and
it gets lonesome. If I could work it
would be better. I could help my mother
then, and I would not feel so.so alone, and
so.yes, I would like to work."
"You're bettei every day," said the doc¬

tor, hastily answering the pleading agony
of the boy's eyes, "every day. Soon you
may be able to do a little work, and you
may send a little money to your mother."
The boy's e.ves dilated. "She's having

a pretty tough time," he said to me. "You
see, it's this way. I was taken sick down
in Demerara.that's where we lived. The
doctor, he told my mother she must get
me to a cold climate. So we came North,
iny mother and my two little brothers and
I. I got better for awhile, and then I got
worse. I hurt my foot, and I didn't tryanything; but it wouldn't get well, no
matter what I did, and I couldn't standIt any longer, and I went to the hospital,and at the hospital they sent me here. Oneif my brothers is fourteen now. He
works, and one's little yet. My mother
sews. She's changed lier name, so folks
svon't know I'm her son. She comes to see
ne when she can, but, of course, if folks
inew about me she couldn't get work.
rou know how folks are about things like:hat; so she just slips away when she can
ind comes to see me.

"I was hall boy in an apartment house.
did pretty well, and helped quite a

;ood deal at home.
"I've got a friend over there in the city."

The boy stepped to the door, and looked
lown the island toward the city, as If

he could see his friend from the blue
pavilion door.
"He's good to me. He's a minister. He

comes to see me, and twice he's brought
me books. He's been sick and he ain't
been able to come for awhile, but he'll
come as soon as he can. I know he will.
He aint a bit afraid of me, and he's my
good friend. I don't know".the boy's
voice choked, and lie coughed a little."I
don't know as I'd know how to get along
if it wasn't l'or him. It's good to have
somebody that ain't afraid."
He showed me a thumbed copy of tlje

Round Table. "He sends me these," he
said, "my friend does. There's lots of
good reading in them. I like to read.
I read a good book awhile ago. I don't
know where it came from. It was a

book about a boy and his mother, and how
the boy was ailing and sickly, and he
found an island with treasure on it a*d
a blind man and a pirate. They tried
their levelest to got that treasure, but
the boy wouldn't have it. He worked
and planned, and he got scared and had
to hide, and he fought a bully good fight
with the pirate, but he got the treasure,
and he wasn't sickly at all when he got
home azain.
"It was a line story. I wish I had a lot

like it. I like to read boys' books.books
where boys go hunting and fishing and
lighting, and lick everybody and never get
sick or tired or lonesome. I could read
books like that all Winter, and never hear
the ice knocking up against the island
wall or.or"
A Chinaman shuffled to the boy's elbow.

"What you talk?" he said.
The boy shut his great, dilating eyes,

then he limped out of the door.
"Him funny boy," said the Chinaman;

"him velly funny boy." He grinned; his
yellow face was horribly distorted.
"You see my hand?" he said, as he thfrust

a shapeless claw toward me.

When I did not look at. it, ho cast
his beady eyes at the ceiling, and looked
pompously like a pompous doctor.
"Inlle'stlng," he said; "intle'sting."
The Chinaman's name is Sam Lou. He

has been at the island for some month3.
I asked him if he liked it there. "Yes," he
said, nodding his hideous head; "I like, I
like. Doctor velly good."
"Are you feeling better since you came?"

Sam Lou threw back his awful throat
and cackled discordantly. "Feel better?"
lie exclaimed; "feel better? Yes, yes: all
:lme, all time; all men reel better here."
I went to the other end of the joem. A

all negro stood by a cot in the corner of
'

he room. IJe was a great, powerful fei- 1

low, with a black column of a throat and
a sinewy chest.
He showed u row of splendid teeth when

I spoke to him.
"My name is Williams," he said, "Charles

Williams. I come from the West Indies.
Have you ever been to the West Indies?"
"No," I said, "I haven't."
The man's face fell. "You ought to go,"

lie said. "It's only a little way. You can
leave New York on a cold, frosty mornln'
and first news you know it's a growin'
warmer, an' a growin' warmer. You take
off your overcoat, an' then you take off
your coat, an' some mornin' you wake up
bright an' early, an' you see the blue water
under the ship, an' you see the fish flyin',
an' you see the water shinin'. Come
dark, as if there was a fire kindled in it.
un' tfcen you are goin' home-^oin' home."
"What is your trade?"

"Sailor," said the man, straightening
himself; "sailor. I come here from the ship
Uosiamus. 1 ain't twenty yet, but I'm a

pretty good sailor, for I'm young. Have
you seen my ships?"
"No," said I. "Where are they?"
The man laughed.the chuckling, delight¬

ed laugh of his race. "Here dey is," he
said. "All makin' ready to sail."
He picked up three pieces of cardboard

from a table which stood at the head of
Lis cot.
"I can't draw much," he said; "you

musn't laugh now."
"No," I said, "I will not laugh."
He held out the pieces of cardboard. A

ship was drawn upon every piece.a ship,
full rigged, and with a man at the bow
pulling in the anchor chains.
"Makin' ready to sail," he said, "every

one of 'em."
And so tbey were.

Crudely drawn, striuigely shaded, but all
of them "makin' ready to sail/'
He reads English, too, this 6ailor from

the West Indies, and he wants books to read
-books about sailors and about ships which
sail into strange seas.
"Never feel sick'here," he said. "I reckon

I'm gettin' better, right better, so I don't
feel pain. Of course, you know, an' I
niow, there aint any gettin' well for me.
>Tone of us here in this yer blue pavilion,
,ve aint here to set well. We're here to.
veil, to sort o' git through with it.to git
hrough with it." The great fellow laughed
\ little, and then his huge chest heaved
with a great sigh.
"Time seems slow, sometimes;" he said.
'Time certainly does seem mighty slow."
When he had gone outside the doctor said:
'He's right, poor fellow. Of course there's
10 hope, but we do keep them from suffer-

Hopelessly Waiting for
Death to Release Them
from the "Bid? Pavilion."

iug. You know there are three stages.mus¬
cular, tubercular and anaesthenlc.
"The first stage brings lack of muscular

control, the second brings ulcers, the third
brings.but we try never to let It get to the
third iere. There really isn't much
suffering to It. It's a slow decay. That's
what leprosy Is.a slow decay.
"Cure? Every few years a doctor arises

with a sure cure for leprosy. It has never

cured many lepers yet. Physicians have
been studying leprosy for centuries, and
there seems to be about as little known
about It now as there was when the lepers
lived in the caves outside of Jerusalem. I
have read an interesting book of late, a

book by a great Americas doctor, in which
he says leprosy only exists in nations which
are degenerate. The Chinese, the Hawaii-
ans, the Finns, the Swedes, the Norwe¬
gians.these people all have leper colonies.
"Some people try to trace leprosy to the

eating of raw fish making it a sort of dis¬
tant relation of the scurvy, but that is mere
conjecture. It Is unusually hard to trace,
because It takes about seven years for it to
develop. There Is really nothing contagious
In leprosy. It Is caught by contact only.

"I've heard very good doctors say that
leprosy Isn't half so contagious or so dan¬
gerous to public safety as consumption.
"You can live In the family with a leper

for years and never catch the disease.
"You may be with him one moment,and.

If you happen to touch him, if your skin
is abraded or in any way broken.you may
become a leper.
"It Is a strange, puzzling, baffling dis¬

ease; and one which is feared with a

horror that amounts almost to superstition.
"I suppose the thing that scares people

about it is its mystery. You can't tell
where it came from, or when it will show
Itself.
"People sometimes have It for years and

don't know what's the matter with them.
"Five; we have five here now.
"We had seven; the other two died of

consumption.
"These?
"You can't tell!
"They may last for years; they probably

will. Of course, they can never leave the
blue pavilion. As long as they live they
must stay here in the blue pavilion, and
while they are able they can walk the two
rods in front of the blue pavilion.
"Any one of them may suddealy"
We came around the cornor of the blue

pavilion.
A man 6at upon the ground. His face

was to the east, and he looked out at the
blue, blue river.
"Long Dong," said the doctor, "how are

you to-day?"
The man did not move.
A little white and gold yacht went slip¬

ping up the stream.
"Hall-lo-oo-oo!" shouted some one from

the yacht.
A man and two girls stood by the rail.
The man brought his glass to his eye.

One of the girls waved a scarlet handker¬
chief. The man who sat on the ground
did not move or speak.
"He funny man," squeaked a discordant

voice in my ear.

I turned and saw the yellow Chinaman
from the blue pavilion.
"He funny man.he Chinaman.he want

go home.he look to China.all day he look
to China," squeaked the yellow Chinaman.
"He relly funny man."
And then I knew why the boy on the

Fall River steamer got no reply when he
called to the man in front of the blue
pavilion. WINIFRED BLACK.

DIED FROM JOY.
A Chicago Doctor Who Couldn't Stand th»

Strain of Approaching Nuptial
Bliss.

Excited over his love affairs and his ap¬
proaching departure for Europe, Dr. Ernst
J. Tanke, of Chicago, proprietor of the
drug store at Ohio and Wells streets, fell
dead the other day from heart failure in
the (fffice of his friend Dr. William Theis,
at No. 195 Fremont street.
A few weeks ago, says the Chicago Rec¬

ord, he received a letter from Koenigs-
berg, in East Prussia, where he lived be¬
fore coming to America. He is known to
have made answer. Last Tuesday after-

, noon he received a telegraph message,
which, although he told no one of its con¬

tents, put him in a state of great excite¬
ment.
At the meeting of a German society in

Jung's Hall Tuesday night he was merry,
chatting with everybody, and especially
with his friend Dr. Tlicis, with whom he
made an appointment for yesterday morn¬

ing. Early Wednesday morning he went
to the office of Dr. Theis and explarned
that he was going to Germany; that he
wanted to leave immediately, and that he
was to be married to his old sweetheart.
He cautioned Dr. Theis not to say any¬
thing about It, but said he would return
within thirty days with his bride.
He returned again about 10 o'clock,

talked merrily with the household and de¬
parted, returning the second time at 11:45,
to find Dr. Theis gone. He waited in a

private room. Mrs. Theis passed through
the room, and romarked that Dr. Tanke
was sleeping, and guests in the house saw

him about noon seemingly sound asleep.
Dr. Theis returned to the house at 12:45, to
find his friend dead !n the chair, with his
head thrown back and smiling. It is be¬
lieved that the excitement caused by his
prospect of future blisi- affected his heart,
which lately had been weak in its action.

STAGE REALISM.
This Actor Drew Blood for the Murder Scene

from the Nose of a Prop¬
erty Man.

An anecdote Is going the rounds in Aus¬
tralia concerning the manner in which a
well-known leading actor supplied the ac¬
cidental absence of a necessary item of
"make-up." He was playing Macbeth, and
when he came to the murder 6cene he
asked in vain for the blood with which ha
had intended to imbrue his hands.
After abusing the property nian roundly

for his neglect, the actor, struck with a
happy thought, suddenly hit the function¬
ary on the nose, so that a good supply of
crimson fluid was obtained, and in this the
actor bathed his hands.

It is said that after the performance
there was a "realistic" conflict between
the "pro." and the property man, in which
more "claret" was "tapped".this time not
for stage purposes.


